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One Night In Brooklyn 


The Joint was a dingy, badly lit bar. It was the kind of place that had opened a century before and had 
somehow managed to defy the odds to stay open. A few years before its interior would have been mostly 
hidden by cigarette smoke. Now it was as clear as a chilly winter morning, allowing the few patrons to finally 
see one another. The walls were undecorated, the bare bricks on show. Rickety tables dotted the concrete floor 
and, in one corner was a small stage, a few lights highlighting its presence. Along one of the walls was the bar, 
the young, disinterested bartender polishing glasses as he surveyed the handful of people who were sitting at 
the tables. 


A mile down the road was Prospect Park and The Joint had become a regular haunt for some of the workers. 
They'd drop in for a beer and be staggering out at dawn to start another shift. One of them was sitting at the 
bar, his rugged work clothes dotted with the fall mulch and a cold beer in front of him. His long, dark hair was 
pulled into a ponytail and his tall form looked distinctly uncomfortable on the stool. His eyes were trained on 
the tiny stage, watching the lone guitar player watch them. The musician was another in a long line that were 
passing through The Joint. Musicians who had stars in their eyes and had come to take a bite of the Big Apple. 
Only to wind up playing sleazy little dive bars and selling CD's from their trunks. What they did off stage to 


make money, the man at the bar could only fathom. He'd been there himself. 


The guy on the stage was perched on a stool, a black acoustic guitar balanced on his lap. He strained a little to 
reach the microphore, his dark, shoulder length hair falling into his eyes. Dressed from head to foot in black 
and with generic tribal tattoos winding up his arms, he sang with the kind of husky voice that would have 
women falling at his feet. In fact, the guy looked kind of put out that he was singing to a few men 


When he finally stopped, he straightened up and brushed the hair from his eyes. Flashing the tiny crowd a 
smile, he took that moment to speak, "So | suppose | should introduce myself? My name's Dave and I'm from a 


state not too far from here. And yes, I've got CD's for sale. They're ten bucks, or two beers, a piece." 
The guy at the bar gave a wry smile and a small nod. Of course the musician had CD's for sale. They all did. 


The sound of glass tapping against the wooden bar caused him to turn his attention from the forty-something 
man on the stage. 


The skinny bartender nodded toward his empty bottle. "nother one, Pete?" 
"IFs Friday. ‘course | want another one." 


Fridays were music night at The Joint. Sometimes a single person, sometimes a duo. Some played covers, some 
played original material. All of them played acoustic. The bar's electrical system couldn't cope with anything 


more. Pete knew. They'd tried and damn near blown the entire road. 


The guy on stage, the guy Pete now knew was called Dave, was doing his own songs. Some were sickly sweet 
ballads, while others were screaming rock songs. What he did know was that this guy from somewhere out 


west was singing them as though he was singing to a packed out stadium. 

Another beer arrived and he turned his attention back to the guitarist. He didn't look out of place perched on 
the stage, his rugged rough and ready look fitting in with those who'd dragged themselves from the rine to 
five grind for a beer and some idle banter. He wondered what Dave's story was. Wondered why he'd never 
been picked up by a label. Because it wasn't like the guy couldn't play. He made a mental note to ask 

Finally, the man on the stage lovingly placed the guitar on to a stand and stepped away. His ears darted around 
the bar, no doubt looking for something familiar. Making his way to the bar, he leaned against it, ignoring the 
single person sitting at it. When Al finally paid him attention, Dave's face lit up. 

"ll have a Bud." 

A cold bottle was placed in front of him. "Five bucks." 


The musician sagged, the road-weariness suddenly evident in his body. "C'mon, man. I've just spent the past 


hour playing for you. I'm fuckin’ parched" 


Knowing Dave wasn't going to get any sympathy from the cantankerous bartender, Pete pulled out a ten and 


handed it over. "Get him another while you're at it" 


Dark, appreciative eyes looked up into his own and the guitarist took a long slug of the ice cold liquid. "Thanks. 
Appreciate it," he said. "I didn't get your name." 


He held out a hand to the smaller man. "Pete." 
His hand was shaken, the sunny smile still on the other man’s lips. "Dave Grohl." 
"From somewhere near here, right?" 


"Right," he laughed. "From some little town in Ohio. Transplanted out to LA in the ‘40's and now lim back this 


way pedalling my wares." 
"What did you do out in LA?" 


Dave shrugged, his attention momentarily distracted by the neon lights behind the bar. "Played drums on a 
couple of albums. Then | decided | wanted to get my own stuff out. But obviously I'm not quite what people are 
looking for. So | just travel the country, playing wherever anyore'll listen. You never know, something might 


come up in New York. Been a while since | was last here." 

They chatted music, Pete pulling the other man away from his past. He watched as Dave began to relax. People 
were like that around him. Stand offish until they found a common ground, normally music, humour, or both. 
Then they began to accept him, their needle dropping into his groove. When Dave pulled up a stool, Pete knew 


that they had a chance of making some kind of connection. 


"Saw you watching me." Dave's speaking voice was softer than his singing one. More hot whiskey and less 


gravelly road. "You a musician?" 
That caught Pete off guard and he stalled, the bottle half way to his lips. "Yeah. How'd you know?" 


The man beside him shrugged. "We recognise each other. You know, like some kind of invisible beacon. What do 
you play?" 


"Bass. An’ | sing a little." 
Dark eyes snapped back to his own, a wide grin on Dave's face. "Yeah? You got any stuff out there?" 


It was Pete's turn to shrug. "A little." Quickly he changed the subject, wanting to talk about anything other 
than himself. "So where you stayin’ tonight?" 


"Nowhere really. Probably my car." 


"This is October in New York. You can't do that." 
Dave gave him a tiny smile. "I'm originally from Ohio. | know what fall can get like." 


Pausing for a moment, Pete mulled over the options. Let the guy sleep in his car? Or offer him somewhere 


warm, and ultimately safe, to spend the night? 


"Look, why don't you come to mine?" he finally replied. "Its gotta beat trying to sleep in your car. And safer, 


too. 


A shocked look crossed Dave's face. "| can't do that. | mean, thanks, but you don't even know me. | could be a 


fuckin! axe murderer for all you know." 


"So could I." Pete smirked. "Could be the local serial killer, but | ain't. And as long as you like cats, we'll get along 


fine." 


"l'm more of a dog person," Dave confessed with a small smile. "But if the offer's still open, I'll take it." 


A light mist had rolled in from the Hudson and the lakes in the nearby park, giving the street and headlights an 
ethereal glow. The earthy scent of rain hung in the night air, promising a downpour later on. Carved pumpkins 
and decorations were starting to appear on peoples stoops as they prepared for Halloween revellers in a week's 
time. Pete loved this time of the year. Love how the earth fell into a slumber, even if only for a few weeks. 


The millennia old cycle of life and death continued. 


Looking in the rear view mirror, he checked that the battered red car was following him. How anyone had been 
expected to sleep in it was anyone's guess. The locks barely worked and the passenger window didn't entirely 
shut. On top of that, it looked as though the car was held together with rust and duct tape, every rotation of 
its wheels threatening to shake it apart. It was a five minute drive from the bar to his apartment, ten with 
the cranky car behind him. During the summer, he enjoyed walking to work, soaking up the sun before it 


became unbearably hot. 


Getting out of his car, he waited for Dave to pull up behind him. Dave's entire life was stashed in his car, 
from clothes and personal belongings to CD's and his guitar. The dashboard was decorated with road maps, 


packs of guitar strings, and a handful of scrawled lyrics. A shrunken head ornament dangled from the mirror. 


Taking the steps down to the basement, he passed his own carved pumpkin and opened the door. He gave the 


smaller man a crooked smile. "Welcome to Chateau Steele." 


Dave grinned as he stepped through the open door. Beyond it, the smaller man stopped and took a look around. 


A few instruments stood in one corner while a single wall was lined with laden bookcases. 


"Cool place!" 
Closing the door behind them, Pete walked up to him. "Make yourself at home. You want a drink?" 
"Another beer if you've got one” 

"No beer. Got a couple of bottles of red” 

Dave shrugged. “It's a start 


Pete couldn't help but smile. The guy obviously knew how to have a good time even if life hadn't dealt him the 
best hand. 


"Look," he started, "why don't you go take a shower and I'll rustle us up something to eat" 
"Sure?" 


"Very." He nodded toward a door. "Shower's that way. Knock yourself out. Not literally ‘cause then | have to call 
people." 


Dave laughed. "I'll do my best" He wobbled a little as he began to make his way across the concrete floor. 
"Those beers were damn nice. Really hit the spot." 


Once the shower was running, Pete set to work He was in the mood for something homely, something that 
hearkened back to their younger days. So meatballs and pasta it was. All to soon, the smell of cooking meat and 
sauce filled the small space of his apartment. It was probably what drew Dave from the shower, his dark hair 
hanging in damp tendrils around his face. 

“Smells good" 

Pete gave him a small smile. "Mom's recipe." 

"Always the best" The smaller man paused. "Anythin' | can do?" 

He nodded to a cupboard beside the sink. "Glasses are in there. Wine's in the rack by the door. Help yourself" 
"You want one?" 

“Sure. Why not" 

Filling a couple of large bowls with the freshly cooked food, he handed one to Dave and took a glass of wine in 


return. Crashing onto the couch, he watched the smaller man follow him. The confidence from the stage 


seemed to have ebbed away, replaced by one that needed alcohol to function Pete knew that one all too well, 


his own aversion to the limelight a constant thorn in his side. People wanted him to perform and he was happy 
to just put out a couple of albums a year. On the flip side, Dave was itching to get out there and perform and, 
instead, he was holed up in his car, forced to drive from place to place in the vain hope that someone would 
spot him. In a world of throw away fame, Dave's chances didn't look good. 


"So what stopped you making it big?" he asked after a couple of mouthfuls. 


"Not sure," Dave replied "Wrong time, wrong place. No one wanting to see the drummer sing. People getting 


tired of rock music." 

"Rock r roll will never die." 

"Damn right it won't! These meatballs are amazing! Compliments to your Mom!" 
There was another pause, this one far more comfortable and relaxed than before. 
"What about you?" Dave softly pressed. "You never told me about your music.’ 


"Wouldn't know how to describe it. Look, I've got some of the albums knocking around here. Why don't you take 


one? On the house." 


From the corner of his eye, he saw Dave smile. t was a warm and welcoming expression, all large eyes and a 


scrunched up nose. "Thanks. Appreciate it." 
"You don't have to keep thankin’ me. I'm happy to do this. Happy for the company.” 
"Yeah?" Dave asked. "You seem like the kind of guy who'd be surrounded by chicks." 


"Sometimes, yeah. Sometimes, no. | like my own company. But, on nights like this, its nice to have someone else 


around." 

"Girlfriend?" 

"Not at the minute." 

"Boyfriend?" 

Pete laughed, head thrown back. "You're awfully fuckin’ nosey, aren't you?!" 

"My teachers used to say the same thing. ‘That Grohl kid's into everyone's business but his own’. So?" 


"Neither," Pete replied "Art, before you ask, | like what | like. Love don't have a gender to me." He chuckled. 


"Can't believe I'm sittin’ here talking about these things with a complete stranger." 


"Ah, but I'm not a stranger. Fellow musicians never are. We're just friends who've yet to meet each other." 
Dave paused, his fork scooping at stray pieces of pasta “Besides, l'm quite enjoyin sitting here and just shootin’ 
the breeze. Sure beats sleeping in the rust bucket or trying to bum a bed from some chick." 


"So you're straight?" For some reason, he felt a little disappointed. 


Another of those sunny smiles, ones that felt as though they were melting the cool, October air. "I'd say l'm 


more of a long and winding road, happy to have whatever experiences it wants me to have." 

The wine continued to flow until they gave up on the glasses entirely and just drank straight from the bottles. 
They laughed like hyenas as they swapped stories of being on the open road. Stories of debauchery, blown 
tyres, and little hick towns. As the clock began to strike the early hours, Dave dropped himself into Pete's lap. 
One of the bottles with a scant amount of wine sloshing around the bottle, dangled from his fingers. His eyes 
were wide and he gave an innocent smile, one that showed a pair of dimples in his cheeks. 

"Let me say thank you," he purred. "Properly." 

"Your company is thanks enough." 

That pout deepened and Dave pressed himself closer, his lips finding the corners of Pete's mouth. 


"Please," he gently continued. 


The warm body in his lap was a welcome relief from the October chill. It had been a while since Pete had taken 


someone of the same sex to bed. 

Wrapping his arms around Dave's waist, he asked, "Is this what you want?" 

The other man nodded, his eyes glazed and hooded. "Yes, please." 

"Been a while, huh?" 

Dave shook his head. "Not really. Just been a while since someone else took control." 

Holding on to the smaller man, Pete stood and carried him to the bed. Arms and legs wound around him, Dave 
resting his head against Pete's shoulder. Lying him down, he slowly peeled Dave's clothes from his body. The 
man on the bed was skinny, a sign of life lived on little money. Another black tribal tattoo decorated Dave's 
chest, matching the ones that curled around his arms. Once they'd been red, the colour having faded to leave 


the heavy outlines behind. 


Dave sat up and pushed himself against the head board. Nothing was said as he helped Pete from his clothes. 
His guitar-hardened fingers stroked over Pete's skin, sending shivers down his spine. A low, guttural growl left 


his lips as he cupped the smaller man's face and kissed him, pushing him back down to the bed. 


Legs tangled around his waist and hands stroked through his hair, pulling him down for warm, wet kisses. As 

he entered Dave, the other man's body arched from the bed, a sigh of pleasure escaping from his lips. Sliding 
his hands under the other's shoulders, Pete buried his face in Dave's silky hair. He took in its warmth and the 
soft scent of shampoo. Beneath it all lay another scent, one more primal and older than time itself. It was the 


smell of the road, of the need to keep moving, forever in search of the heart's deepest desire. It was one that 


Pete knew well. One that called to him often. 


Beneath them, the bed creaked quietly. Dave bucked and moaned, his eyes closed and lips parted. Pete couldn't 
help but admit that it was a beautiful sight to see someone submitting so fully to the pleasures of the flesh. 


Pressing a kiss to Dave's exposed neck, he murmured, "You feel amazing. So fuckin’ amazing." 
Those dark eyes, now heavily lidded, slowly opened and Dave gave him a smile. "So do you." 


He plunged deeper, finding that spot that made Dave howl. The other man's body tightened, his feet now 
planted firmly on the bed as he rocked his hips in complete abandon. Any barriers had that had been there 
had crumbled away, leaving them both exposed. Yet neither seemed to care, both of them lost in the moment 


and high on pleasure. 


Dave was the first to peak, the tension leaving his body as his orgasm crashed through him. He fell back 
against the bed, legs spread wide and his breath coming in soft pants. Come glistened against his chest and 


stomach, Pete leaning down to taste it as his own orgasm caught him in its grasp. 


It was barely Tam, but already Pete found himself awake. The cats were demanding his attention and there was 
something he needed to do across town. Leaning against the door, he looked at the sleeping man still in his bed, 
the sheets bunched in the small of Dave's back, his dark hair spread across the pillow. Pete had to admit that 
he'd had a good night. He'd felt a real connection to the smaller man and knowing he'd be gone soon left a dull 


ache in Pete's heart. 


He didn't have the heart to wake Dave and hoof him out. No, he'd leave him to sleep. He seemed like a good 
guy. Besides, as Dave had said, they were musicians, kindred spirits. It wasn't like Dave was going to rob the 


place. 
Grabbing a notepad, Pete scribbled a note. He gave Dave a couple of his own contacts in the city and wished 
him luck with his musical career. Beside the note, he placed a couple of his own CD's, ready for the other man 


to take with him. 


As he was walking to the door, Pete paused and turned back. Picking up the pen, he added a PS, one that 


included his own phone number and the message that if Dave was ever back in the city he should give Pete a 


call. Because you never knew when the road was going to loop back on itself. 


